"3 ax” 0 


THE 


| P4UXHALL SONGS 


FOR THE 


Y E-A:R 1295. 


SUNG BY 


9 
J 


MR. DIGNUM, 


N | 
MRS. MOUNTAIN, NE oe ad 


MISS MILNE, 


; MRS. FRANKLIN, MASTER WELSH. 

; 

- 

; LOND O N: 

Al (PRINTED AND SOLD BY A. MACPHERSON, RUSSEL-COURT? 
DRURY -LANE, AND w. POAG, TURNSTILE, HOLBORN, 


PRICE SIXPENCE, 


* . 
3 . 


w' w_ ES \#. IEF FN SC 


5 
„* 
F 
* 
1 
8 
* 
* 8 
- o 
» * # 
I 


8 


£ ud . . 
+ "EE _ — — eee, ! 
— dt IA YES. A at 49 
, r , * 0 wy > Hor 


„ Ne R ee 


. , ** 
. 
1 


PO Fg” 
— 5 „ 
hs n —— 


— 
5 


- 
> 2 r 
— 
- 
w 


THE FAIR OF BRITAIN's ISLE, 
SUNG BY MR, TAYLOR. 
Written by Mr. Mogg, a 
FULL fill the glass, to Beauty charge, | 


And banish Care from ev'ry breast, 
In brisk Champaigne, we'll quick discharge, 
A toast shall give the wine a zest. 
With rapt'rous love the soul delight, 
And make e en mis'ry smile, 
| The nations ornament most bright, 
| The fair of Britain's Isle. 


The fair of Britain's Isle. 


The boasted beanties they surpass, 
Of France, of Italy, and Spain; 
More nobly ranked in Virtue's class, 
The world's applause they justly gain. 
Circassia's dames no more shall boast, 
Their once all conqu'ring smile, 
Thro' kingdoms this the future toast, 
The Fair of Britain's isle. 


— 


E 1 2 
Then join with me ve gen' rous youth, 
Whose breast with noble passion burn; 
Plead with sincerity and truth, 
No doubt you'll meet a just return: 
Do you deserve and they'll reward 
With facinating smile. 


Then love and honour ever guard 
The Fair of Britain's Isle. 


— 


— 


WE SHALL BE MARRIED TO-MORROW, 
SUNG BY MRS; MOUNTAIN. 
The Words by Mr. Upton. 


YOUNG Will of the Green is the Lad to my mind, 
For tho' he is apt to be teaz ing; | 
Not a Swain in the village, tho' gentle and kind, 

Talks of love in a manner so pleasing. 
Last night as I rov'd on the banks of the Dee, 
To be sure my fond Lover must follow; | 
He forc'd a fond kiss and a promise from me, 
That we should be married tomorrow, 


I fain wou'd have answer'd indeed its too soon, 
But the Lad was so fond and endearing, 

I cou'd not refuse him so simple a boon, 
When all that he crav'd was a hearing; 

My hand he so press'd, that I cou'd not say no, 
Or give the fond youth any sorrow; 

J heard him with patience determine it so, 
And we shall be married to-morrow. 


In the morning the bell will merrily ring. 
My heart with the thought is delighted; 
Nor e'er will TI envy a Queen or a King, 
When I and my Love are united. 


1d, 


4 
Our lives shall be spent without murmur or ill, 
Nor e'er know of trouble or sorrow; | 


And then he may kiss me as oft as he will, 
For we shall be married to-morrow, 


THEN I FLY TO MEET MY LOVE, 


SUNG BY MASTER WELSH, 


WHEN the bee at eve reposes 
On a bed of fragrant roses, 
When the screech owl wings its flight 
At the wish'd approach of night, 
When sweet Philomelas strains 
First salutes the darken'd pains, 
Then I seek the willow grove, 
Then I fly to meet my love. 


When the Ploughman's homeward straying, 
And the chirping crickets. playing, 
When the hornet (fatal bee) 
Tarnes in the hollow tree, 
When the bat with beetle eyes, 
Round the spiry turret flies, 
Then I seek the willow grove, 
Then I fly to meet my Love, 


When the light of day's departing. 

And her beams bright Luna's darting, 
When the raven journies home, 

And the h ifer cease to roam, 


When the merry pipe and tabor, 


Calls the rustic swain from labour, 
Then I seek the willow grove, 
Then I fly to meet my Love, 
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THE YOUNG IRISH CAPTAIN'S THE 
5 HUS BAND FOR ME. 


SUNG BY MRS. FRANCRKLIN. 


THREE lovers I boast that are handsome and smart, 
And each in his turn has laid siege to my heart, 
But when J give up to so bold a request, | 
It must be to him that Fancy, likes best ; 
Now one is a Fop that doats on himfelf, 
And tother tho pleasing, his fond of his pelf, 
But he that's most loving, couragedus, and free, 
Is the young Irish Captain the husband for me. 


With his rub a dub, row de dow, &c. 
O the dear Creature ! 


My Mother, now mind, intercedes for the Fop, 
And my Father for money at nothing will stop, 
So one is for this, and the other for that, 
But neither my Soldier will deign to look at, 
And this is the reason, his fortune is small, 
Or indeed to speak plainer, he has none at all! 
But so sweetly he pleads, and so loving is he, 
The young Irish Captain's the husband for me. 


With his rub a dub, &c. 


When he whisper'd, dear Lad, t other day in my ear, 
Let us haste to the church, and get married my dea. 
Oh he look d in my face, and he so press d my hand, 
That I cou'd not his tender entreaties withstand, 
For the bold Son of Mars so well acted his part, 
That he forc'd me, I own, to su;render my heart, 
So now where he marches I'm likely to be 
For the young Irish Captain's the husband for me, 


With his his rub a dub, &c, 


HE 
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THE THRIFTY WIFE. 
SUNG BY MR, DIGNUM, 


Written by Miles Andrews, Esq. 


1 Am a chearful fellow, although a married man, 


And in this age of folly, pursue a saving plan; 


Tho' wives are thought expensive, yet who can live 


alone ; | f 
Then since they are dear creatures, tis best to have 
but one, | 
My choice discovers clearly my prudence and taste, 
I've a very little wife with a very little waste. 


Marriage is a draught we take for better or for worse. 
And wise is he who can prevent the drafts upon 
his purse. 


 Butevilsare much lessen'd when wives are well inclin'd, 


For tho, they come across us, they shape them to 
our mind, 1 

If matters are well manag' d, no need to be strait lac'd, 

You may with little danger increase the little waist. 


Tho' Spousy's so discreet, still each fashion she'll 
| display, ; | 
Her bosom, Heav'n bless her, is as open as the day, 
Her garment, may I ventu:e a simile to beg, 
Hangs loosely from her shoulder like a gown upon 
a peg, 


| Yet fearful of expences, she shortens, them tho' small, 


And + _ goes on short' ning, there Il be no waste 
at all. | 
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INDEED YOUNG MAN I MUST DENY. 


SUNG BY MISS MILNE, 


WHEN first voung Harry told his tale, 
I smil'd and ta n d the deafen d ear, 
Or it he met me in the vale, 
I laugh'd his doletul sigh to hear; 
I danc'd and sung as if for lite, 
Nor tnought he meant me for his wife; 
And when he woo'd, I us'd to cry, 
Indeed young Man I must deny. 


One day upon the village green, 
To aance the Lads and Lasses met, 
In ev'ry face gay mirth was seen, 
Yet Hariv seem d to pine and fret; | 
He look d and igh'd, yet fear d to speak, 
As it his h-art was like to break; 
He ask'a a kiss, I cry'd O fie, 
Indeed young Man J must deny. 


He pull'd my sleeves, I turn'd my head, 
As if J was inclin d to stay, 
While blub hes on my cheeks were spread, 
Which he obzerving, kiss d away, 
To von er church let's go he cried; 
And there be made my charming bride, 
I thought twas folly to be hy, 1 
And own'd I coud no more deny, 
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O DEARLY I LOVE SOMEBODY. 
SUNG BY MRS, MOUNTAIN, 
Written by Mr. Upton. 


OF all the Swains both far and near, 
Or e'er my eyes did see, 
I love but one sincerely dear, 
And truly he loves me, 
The Youth is every where I am, 
And does so sweetly woo, 
O dearly I love somebody, 5 ual 
I do indeed love somebody, + 
But cannot, won't tell who, &c. 
If e'er some story I devise, 
To talk of love a bit, 
My Father gently chiding cries, 
It's time enough as yet. 
But my dear Lad does not say so, 
So kind is he and true, | 
O dearly I love somebody. 
I do indeed love somebody, 
But cannot, won't tell how. 


The ring is bought, and better still, 

Its true upon my life, | 

The Priest will make us, O he will, 

Next Sunday, Man and Wife, 
*Tis then I shall be made a bride, 

In truth I wish it too, 
For dearly I love somebody, 

I do indeed love somebody, 

But cannot, won't tell who. 


TT wY 
- THE SOLDIER's FAREWELL. 
SUNG BY MR. DIGNUM AND MRS. FRANKLIN, 
Written by Mr. Upton. 


MAN. 


PRETTY Maid adieu, 
I must hast to battle, 
Still I'll think on you, 
Midst the cannons rattle, 


* We shall meet anon, 
Tho we now are parted, 
If while T am gone 
Polly proves true hearted. 


And when the war is over, be married, be married, 
And when the war is over, be married, 


' POLLY. 


Gallant Soldier, yes, tho' to part is grieving, 
Still my greatest bliss is in thee believing ; 
Hope elates my song, sure to sigh is folly, 

We shall meet ere long if you love your Polly, 


And when the war is over, &c. 


POLLY, 


When you're far away tho' the thought's distressing, 
I'll by night and day call for you each blessing ; 
But when battles o'er and your country's righted, 
We will part no more, no our vows are plighted ; 


And when the war is over, &c. 
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Sigh not charming maid, tho' I go campaining, 
War's a soldier trade, coward fear disdaining ; 
Love shall soon remove doubt and melancholy, 


And my passion prove true to pretty Polly. 
And when the war is over, &c. 


POLLY, 


When you'rfaraway, tho' the thought's distresssing, 
I'll by night and day call for you each blessing ; 
But when battle's o'er, and your country righted, 
We will part no more, no, our vows are plighted. 
And when the war is over, &c. 
MAN. - POLLY, 


Then no more we'll part, Never, Ah no, never, 
Heart shall link with heart, Nought shalle'er us sever. 
Then we'll live and love, Thou my only treasure, 
And each hour prove, Love shall know no measure. 


Both. And when the war is over, &c. 


—ͤ Q)— 


LIKENESS WITHOUT FLAT TER, 
| OR, 
THE GODDESS OF LOVE. 


SUNG BY MASTER. WELSH. 


Composed by Mr. Hook. 


FLOCK round me ye pastoral Swains, 
To hear the glad tidings I bring, 

A shepherdess visits our plains. 
Whose presence enlivens the spring, 


E 


Complaceney beams in her face, 
With beauty that all must approve, 

Her Features so blended with grace, 
She's surely the goddess of love. 


In her ev'ry charm is combin'd, 
No art in her manner you'll see; 
Her sense most supremely refin'd, 
With temper, mild, open, and free ; 
To her form, like an angel, is join'd, 
A mind that's related above ; 
To the poor, ever soothingly kind, 
She must be the Goddess of Love. 


Soft pity is trac'd in her breast, 
By the index that dwells in her eye; 
With a heart to relieve the distrest, 
And the wants of the needy supply: 
For the woe of all others she feels, 
Their suffering tries to remove; 
Her humanity plainly reveals, | 
She must be, the Goddess of Love. 


Ah, sure she's a goddess indeed, 

On earth not her equal is found; 
Ye swains sound the musical reed 

In her praise let the vallies resound : 
Could I this sweet treasure but gain, 

And she my fond passion approve ; 
No more I'd e'er wish to obtain, 


But life with my Goddess of Love. 


_— 
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ROSY WINE IS THE KEY. 


SUNG BY MR. DIGNUM. 


ROSY wine is the key that will open the heart, 
And the breast will be true, will be true, that it mellows, 
When drunk we despise all base falsehoud or art, 


When drunk we despise all base falsehood or art, { f 
For in liquor, in liquor, we're all honest fellows. — 14 
For in liquor, in liquor, we're all honest fellows. C. | 

Then quickly pass the jingling glass, | f 


Ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, ding dong, 
till we are mellow. 1 

Let ev' ry man do all he can to be an honest fellow. 14 
Let ev'ry man do all he can to be an honest fellow. 


The Lawyer so grave for his Client will) lead, 
And with unblushing front against equity bellows, 
The key once applied, owns he doubly was fee'd ; 
For in liquor we're all honest fellows. 


Then quickly pass, &c. 


The Lover who vows for his fair one he dies, 
When wine, rosy wine, his bosom once mel'ows, 
Will own that her gold is more biight than her eyes, 
For in liquor we re are all honest tellow. 


Then quickly pass, &c. 


Then if liquor can banish all art and deceit, 
And the heart will be true that it mellows, 
Let us toss off large bumpers whenever we meet; 
For in liquor we're all honest fel ows. | 


Then quickly pass, &c. 


M0 
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AH! WELL-A- DAV, POOR ANNA. 


SUNG BY MASTER WELSH. 


FAIR Anna lov d a rustic Boy, 

And William was this shepherd's name; 
In him was centr'd all her joy, 

For her he glow'd with equal flame. 
His cruel Father knew he lov'd, 

And fore'd him o'er the seas away: 
Alone and sad poor Anna rov'd, l 

And thus sung out, Ah! e day ; 


Ah! well-a- day, welka-day, Ah! well-a- day, 
Sigh fond heart, but do no break. 
Deep in oy e, but dare not Speak. 


A wealthy Neighbour woo'd the Maid, 
His gold her sordid Mother won, 
The gentle Anna thus betrayed, 
Was forc'd to church, and was undone ; 
Returning back she met her Love, 
Ah! William dear, she fondly cried, 
May you a happier fortune prove: 
She press d his hand—-she sigh'd---and died. 
Ah! well-a-day, well-a-day, Ah! well-a-day, 
Gentle hearts too soon will break; 
Deep in love who dare not speak. 


* 


HOW GAILY ROLL D THE MOMENTS Ox. 
SUNG BY MRS, FRANKLIN, 
The Words by Mr, Vint. { 


HOW gaily roll'd the moments on, 
When Sandy woo'd me ilka day, 
But a' that fleeting joy is gone, 
Since war hath press'd him far away ; 
In vain the Shepherds pipe and sing, 
The blooming Maidens dance in vain, 
Till peaceful time shall Sandy bring, 
To mingle in the happy train. 
Tho' blithsome are the rural Swains, 
Who grace the flow'ry banks of Tay, 
Yet none of them, with a' their pains, 
Seem half so bonny, blithe, and gay, 
Seem half so bonny, blithe, and gay. 


When dress'd in plaid of tartan bra', 

With garters deck'd beneath his knee, 
So smart a lad you never saw, 

And O! how neat he look'd to me! 
Whene'er he drove his sheep and kye, 

To sell them at the Tryste or Fair, 
Kind Sandy never fail'd to buy, 

A roll of ribbons for my hair; 
But now, his flocks, of late sae glad, 

His lambs that wont to skip and play, 
Methinks are unco' dull and sad, 

Since war hath press d him far away. 

2 : 
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Ye Fair, decreed in state to shine, f 
Your wealth and pomp I envy not, 
Be Lairds your choice---but Sandy's mine, 
With him to share a lowly cot. 
My bosom no ambition known, 
That vestal maids may not impart, 
It from as pure a passion flows, 
As ever warm'd a lover's heart. 
Oft musing near yon verdant birk, 
long to see the happy day, 
When he shall lead me to the kirk, 
And ne'er again gang far away. 


A DANCE ROUND THE MAV TOL E, 


SUNG BY MRS. MOUNTAIN. 


* 


A dance round the Maypole my bosom delights, 
When the merry merry notes of the Minstrils call, 

When the season is gay, and the evening invites, 

O the joys, the delights, that my bosom enthrall. 
O the joys, the delights, that my bosom entrall. 


Then high born Maids ook down with scorn, 
] envy not your giddy round, 
While jewels bright your heads adorn, 
Content within our hearts is found. 
Content within our hearts is found. 


E . 1 


DONALD OF DUNDEE. 
SUNG BY MISS MILNE. 


YOUNG Donald is the blithest lad, 
That e'er made love to me, 


When e'er he's bye, my heart is glad, 


He seems so gay and free: 
Then on his pipes he play so sweet, 
And in his plaid he looks so neat, 


It chears my heart at eve to meet, 


Young Donald of Dundee. 


Whene'er I gang to yonder grove, 
Young Sandy follows me, 
And fain he wants to be my loye, 
But ah ; it canna be; 
Tho' mither frets both soon and late, 
For me to wed this youth I hate, 
There's none need hope, to gain young Kate, 
But Donald of Dundee, | | 


When last we rang'd the banks of Tay, 


The ring he shew'd to me, 
And bade me name the bridal day, 


Then happy wou'd he be; 
I ken the youth will aye prove kind, 
Na mair my micher will T mind, 


Mess John to me shall quickly bind, 


Young Donald of Dundee. 
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SO DEARLY I LOVE JOHNNY 0 
SUNG BY MRS. FRANKLIN, 
Written 19 Mr. Addison. 


SANDY once a wooing came, 
And fondly tried to gain my heart, 
He sigh'd whene er he own'd his flame, 
But soon I guess'd his willy. art ; 
Tho' ilka lad in tartan plad. 
Should ca” me blithe and bonny, O, 
Thy'd try in vain, my heart to gain, 
So dearly I love . 1 


Tho' Johnny canna' boast of oak, 
Contentment crowns his lowly state, 
His tosy cheeks denote sweet health, 
And goodness makes the laddie great; 
In Aberdeen there ne'er was seen, 
A youth so blithe and. bonny O, 
His flatt'ring tale can a prevail, 
So dearly I love Johnny O. 


* be otherimaiw upon the bent, 
I met my lad so brisk and gay, 

He vow'd untess 1'd give consent, 
He's o'er the hills and far away: | 

As home we stray'd, his pipes he play'd, 
And sang so sweet and bonny O, 

1 made a vow tu buckle too, 


So dearly I lo. e Johnny O. 


1 


LUBIN OF THE HILL. 
SUNG BY MISS MILNE. 


. Written by Mr. Upton. 


Young Lubin does reside, 

Of humble state, and lowly born, 
Devoid of Fame or Pride; | 
The Shepherd's bosom free from guile, 

Knows nought of art or ill, 
Yet who can love and sweetly smile, 
Like Lubin of the Hill. | 


WHERE Lowestoff waves its yellow corn, 


Tho' riches scorns to deck his cot, 
Content around him dwells ; 
And tho' but tew the sheep he's got, 
His fleece all flocks excels ! 
Rear'd by his care, they trisk and play, 
And roi e about at will, 
Like, when I gave my heart away, 
To Lubin of the Hill! 


But Hymen soon shall join our hands, 
Young Lubin has contess'd ; 

And sure when love cements the bands, 
We must be truly blest ! 

My hand and heart has long been thine, 

And shall, my Shepherd, still, 

For who that's marry d can repine, 


With Lubin of the Hill. 
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LOVE, THOU STRANGE CAPRICIOUS BOY. ILIꝭ 
SUNG BY MR. DIGNUM, 


LOVE, thou strange capricious boy, 
Source of sorrow, source of joy, 
Tell me why delight is flown, 
From a bosom all your own. 


From this heart which owns thy sway, 
Bid keen sorrow far away, 

Hope again and Joy replace, 
Love to fill thy dwelling-place, 


Grief o'erwhelms my constant breast, 
Sorrow fill: the seat of love, 
Cupid give this bosom rest, 
Killing doubts and fears remove. 
From this heart, &c. 


If my fair one by a smile, 
Sorrow of its sting beguile; 
Why then love so froward be, 
Since a frown is death to me. 

From his heart, &c. 
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LISTEN, LISTEN TO THE VOICE OF LOVE. 
SUNG BY MASTER WELSH, 
Composed by Mr. Hook. 


O LISTEN, listen to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove, 

The primrose sweet bedecks the field; 
The tuneful birds invite to rove, 

To softer joys let splendor yield, 
O listen, listen to the voice of love. 


Where flow'rs their blooming sweets exhale, 
My Daphne let us fondly stray, Roe 

Where whisp'ring love breaths forth his tale, 
And shepherds sing their artless lay, 

O listen, listen to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove. 


Come share with me, the sweets of spring, 
And leave the town's tumultuous noise; 
The happy swains all chearful sing, 
And eccho still repeats their joys; 
Then listen, listen to the voice of love, 
He calls my Daphne to the grove. 
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KEEP YOUR DISTANCE. 
SUNG BY MRS, FRANKLIN, 
Composed by Mr. Hook. 


YOUNG Strephon met me on the green, 
The lad was somewhat mellow, 
For elegance of form and mien 
I never saw his fellow. | 
He seiz d my hand---to kiss me tried. 
I made a good resistance, 
And breaking from him, frowning cried, 
Friend, prithee, keep your distance. 


My Prion, Since no harm he meant, 
He hop'd I'd not refuse him, | 
And he appear'd so penitent, 
I cou'd not but excuse him. 
He vow'd he'd lov'd me many a day, 
For me but priz'd existence, 
But still to all that he cou'd say, 
I cried, friend, keep your distance. 


But if to his confession true, 
The youth his hand shou'd proffer, 
I scarcely know, what I shou'd do, 
Refuse, or take his offer ; 
IT rather think to gain my mind, 
He'll not want much assistance; 
I feel myself not much inclin'd, 
To cry friend keep your distance, 


L 23 ] 


THE LITTLE WAIST DEFENDED, 


SUNG BY MRS. MOUNTAIN. 


Written by Mr. Upton. 


IN defence of her sex, sure a Woman may speak, 
Pray what is it now that you men wou'd be at, 
Do you think that we mind, each occa ion you seek, 

Jo laugh at our dress, little waists, and all that. 
No don't Sirs, believe it, such nonesense must fall ; 

Convinc'd when we look but a moment about us, 
That whether we're all waist, or no waist all, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us, 


'Tis silly to sport with our fancies and dress, 
When we can subdue whenever we please; 
For sure we've the power, you all must confess, 
To make you ask pardon, for that on your knees, 
Then prithee, dear Sirs, leave our short waists alone, 
Tis the whim of the day, and we'll have it don't 
doubt us, | | 
So give o'er your jesting, and candidly own, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us, 
And whether we're all waist, or no waist at all, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us. 


That women have tongues, I believe you well know, 

But pray do not force us to put them in use, | 
For sure if you give them but freedom to go, 

You'll find it a hard thing to stop their abuse ; 
Besides look at home, on the dress of yourselves, 

With your Spencers and pantaloons flocking about us, 

But I tell you again, O ye confident elves, 

You can't for the life of you men d without us, 
And whether we're all waist or no waist at all, 
You can't for the life of you men do without us. 


XV, ha" * * — * _ 
CE i YE WD Li 4 6 RE "3 x 
* — . 3 


But in jovial contentment devotes his whole life, 
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PLEASURES OF HUNTING AND ld 


SUNG BY MR. TAYLOR, 


Composed by Mr. Hook. 


LET Philosophers boast of their wisdom profound, 
And Statesmen on kingdoms debate; 

Let fashions gay vot'ries pursue Folly's round, 
And Pedants on gravity prate; 

But far wiser the man, who quite free from vain strife, | 
Ne'er loses his time in - thinking, 


To the pleasures of hunting and drinking, 


Wine enobles the mind and subdues ev'ry care, 
While the chace ruddy vigour supplies, 

Thus good liquor assisted by sweet wholesome air, 
Each sorrow each sickness defies ; 

Then come joyous hearts push about the brisk bowl, 
And ne'er from your glass be caught shiinking, 

For of all the delights that enrapture the soul, 
Sure none are hke hunting and drinking. 


When the mellow tongu'd hound and the huntsman's 
shrill horn, | 
To the fields glorious pastimes invite, 
Like sons of great Nimrod, we enjoy the fresh morn, 
And like sons of gay Bacchus the night: 
Then hark forward, brave fellows, and nobly disdain, 
E'er under dull gloom to be sinking, —_ 
But banish rude sorrow, forget ev'ry pain, 
In the transports of hunting and drinking, 


ife, | 


NG. 
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THE TRUE HONEST HEART. 
SUNG BY MR. TAYLOR. 
Composed by Mr. Hook. 


IN this chaos of new fangled modes that we live, 
My sentiments boldly and bravely I'll give, 
My sentiments boldly and bravely I'll give. 

I'll do unto mortals of ev'ry degree, 

As I wish unto others their conduct shou'd be, 
The best of all maxims I think for my part, 
The best of all maxims I think for my part, 


Is my Grandmother's mode, a true honest heart, 


A true honest heart, 
A true honest heart, 
Is my Grandmother's mode, a true honest heart. 


Ny Neighbour I love as myself I protest, 

If the same sort of friendship I find in his breast, 

[ rev'rence the laws, and our Sov reign respect, 

He ne'er aims to subvert, what he's bound to pro- 
tect. 

May heaven protect him, and fight on his part, 

For I firmly believe he's a true honest heart. 


Now fill up your glasses, let each quit his seat, 

Let your brows be uncover'd, stand firm on your 
feet. 

Take your glasses in hand, place them right to your 
hp. | 

On pain of a bumper. let none dare to sip, 

My sentiments known, then you all may depart, | 

May distress never find out the true honest heart. 

C 
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FOR WE SHALL BOTH GROW OLDER, 


SUNG BY MASTER WELSH. 


THEY tell me I'm too young to wed, 
But sure tis all a Fancy, 
A smiling Girl runs in my head, 
TLTis pretty little Nancy, 
My Mother says it must not be, 
Tho' this I have often told her, 
That Nancy is as young as me, 
And we shall both grow older. 
That Nancy 1s as young as me, 
And we shall both grow older. 


Her eyes are blue with flaxen hair, 
Her smile just hit my fancy; 

No Girl so mild, so soft, so fair, 
As pretty little Nancy. 

Then why not wed as well as love, 
And so I've often told her; 

If now too young we shall improve, 
For we shall both grow older. 


When year on year roll's o'er her head, 
She still will please my fancy, 

As when to church I fondly led 
My pretty little Nancy. 

Then let u wed as love invites, 
For this I've often told her, 

*Tis love alone that give delight, 
When we're both grown older, 
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LOVE SHALL BE MY GUIDE. 


SUNG BY MISS MILNE, 


THO' scarce sixteen, by Men I'm told 
A Maiden I shall die; 
My Parents say I'm much too bold, 
Orelse I'm very shy; 
So how to please I cannot tell, 
They all my actions chide + 
To all their rules I'll bid farewell, 
And love shall be my guide. 
Then how to please I cannot tell, 
They all my actions chide ; 
To all their rules I'll bid farewell, 
And love shall be my guide, 
And love shafl be my guide, 
To all their yules I'll bid farewell, 
And love shall be my guide, 
And love $hall be my guide. 


My lowly cot can boast no wealth, 
But that I do not mind; 

For all I ask is peace and health, 
And one dear Youth that's kind. 

Tho' at my feet rich suitors kneel, 
I turn my head aside; 

Nor passion for them can I feel, 
For love must be my guide. 


As o'er the plain, each morn I stray, 
Devoid of grief or care, 
I often meet upon my way. 
A Swain of beauty rare; 
His modest looks bespeak much truth, 
le seems to know no pride; | 
And when I'm woo'd by such a Youth, 
Tis love shall be my guide. 
G's 
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KATE OF DOVER. 
SUNG BY MR, DIGNUM, 
| Composed by Mr, Hook, 


NED Flint was lov'd by all the ship, 
Was tender hearted, bold, and true, 
He'd work his way, or drink his flip, 
With-e'er a seaman in the crew. 
Tho' Ned had fac'd his country's foe, 
And twice had sail'd the world all over, 
And seen his Messmates oft laid low, 
Yet wou'd he sigh, he wou'd sigh, for Kate of 
1 Dover. 8 


Fair was the morn, when on the shore. 
Ned flew to take of Kate his leave, 
Savs he, my love, vour grief give o'er, 
For Ned can ne'er his Kate deceive, 
Let fortune smile or let her frown, 

To you I ne'er will prove a rover; 
All cares in'gen'rous flip I'll drown, 
And still be true to Kate of Dover. 


The tow'ring cliffs they bade adieu, 


To brave all dangers on the main, 
When lo! a sail appear'd in view, 

And Ned with many a Tar was slain. 
Thus Death, who lays each Hero low, 

Robb'd Kitty of her faithful Lover ; 
The Tars oft” tell the tale of woe, | 

And heave a sigh for Kate of Dover. 
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NO WAIST AT ALL. 


SUNG BY MR. TAYLOR. 


Composed by Mr. Hook. 


WHILE others declaim on the fashions of life, 
Or talk of the beauty or waist of a wite, 
The Votries of Pleasure around me I call, 
And declare for a Fav'rite with no waist at all. 
Yet certain am I, that you'll cordially join, 
When you hear that her name is a bumber of wine. 


A bumber of wine, 
A bumber of wine, 
When you hear that her name 1s a bumper a wine. 


The joys that she yields us all others surpass, 
For age of her bloom robs the loveliest lass, 


But time to mine gives an additional zest, 


And the older she grows we still like her the best: 
Her charms then so lasting, I trust you will join 
Your devotions with me to a bumper of wine. 


. Shou'd the Fair even chance but to visit my Friend, 


I'm certain no jealousy e er cou'd attend, 
For the slightest acquaintance such pleasures wou'd 
give, | 
They might chuse it to last as long as they'd live; 
No Fair One I'm certain wou'd ever repine, 
At seeing her Mates with a bumper of wine, 


A libation we'll pour. let the senti ment be, 
May England for ever reign Queen of the sea; 
May her Soldiers and Sailors who hazard ther lives, 
Enjoy a full bottle at home with their wives, 
Their efforts united they'll cheerfully join, 
To drown all their cares ina bumber of wine, 
| gs Mor $1 | | 
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THE BONNY COLLIER's DAUGHTER. 


SUNG BY MR. DIGNUM, 


Composed by Mr. Hook. 


WHEN Hawthorn buds began to blow, 


And Linnets sung frae tree to tree, 
Young Sandy, Laird o'er a' the land, 
And blithe as blithest lad cou'd * 
Went o'er the moor to meet his love, 
And o'er the moor he sought her, 
And thus he su'd, and thus he woo'd, 
The bonny Collier's Daughter. 
Awa' awa' wi' me, sweet lass, 
Awa' awa' wi me, 
I gat me blame and left my hame, 
And a' for love for thee, sweet lass, 
And a' for love of thee, sweet lass, 
And a' for love of thee. 


Ihe lass was bright as beauty's queen, 


Her mind was sansey, frank, and free, 


She ken'd the lad was blithe and fair, 


And thought he was of low degree, 
But still she lov'd him to her heart, 
Whilst o'er the moor he sought her, 
And thus he su'd and fondly woo'd, 
The bonny Collier's Daughter. 
Awa' awa' wi me, &c. 


Dear lass, he cried, I've won thy heart, 
While still ye thought me poor and mean, 

Of a' my wealth ye shall ha' part, | 
Were I a King you'd be a Queen, 


Then o'er the moor he led his love, 


And o'er the moor he brought her, 

And thus he su'd, and thus he woo'd. 
The bonny Collier's daughter, 
Awa' awa wi' me, &c, 
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THE TOKEN. 
Written by Mr. Dibdin. 
SUNG BY MR. SUTTON. 


THE breeze was fresh, the ship in stays, 
Each breaker hush'd the shore ahaze, 
When Jack no more on duty call d, 
His true love's tokens overhaul'd, 
The broken gold, the braided hair; 
The tender motto writ so fair. 
Upon his 'bacco box he views, 
Upon his *bacco box he views, 
Nancy the poet, Love the muse. 
If you loves I, as I loves you, 
No pair so happy as we two. 


The storm, that like a shapeless Wreck, 
Had strew'd with rigging all the deck ;, 
That tars for sharks had given a feast, 
And left the ship a hulk---had ceas'd : 
When Jack, as with his messmates dear, 
He shar'd the grog, their hearts to cheer ; 
Took from his bacco box a quid, 

And spell'd for comfort on the lid. 

If you loves me, as J loves you, 

No pair so happy as we two. 


The battle, that with horror grim, 
Had madly ravag' d life and limb, 
Had scuppers drench'd with human gore, 
And widow'd many a wife was oe'r : 
When Jack to his companions dear, 
First paid the tribute of a tear; 
Then, as his bacco box he held, 
Restor'd his comfort as he spell'd-- 

If you loves I, as I loves you, 

No pair so happy as we two. 


* 2 
The voyage that had been long and hard, 
But that had vielded full reward, | 
That brought each sailor to his friend, 
Happy and rich---was at an end: 
When Jack, his toils and perils oe'r, 

Beheld his Nancy on the shore; 
He then the bacco box display'd, 
And cried. and seiz'd the yielding maid. 

If you loves J, as I loves you, 

No pair so happy as we two. 


THE POOR CABIN BOY, 
Written by J. Moulds. 


SUNG BY MR. T. SUTTON. 


NO lark that e'er whistled aloft o'er the downs, 
Was more chearful or bilthesome than I; 
Till fate lost my pleasure with fortunes. rude frowns, 
And caus'd my poor heart for to sigh, 
And caus'd my poor heart for to sigh. 
For father he died, and friends turn'd me adrift, 
On the billows my time to employ ; = 
To weather life's voyage, I've made many a shift, 
Altho' but a poor Cabbin Boy. 
To weather, &c. 
ee 
I oftimes remember'd the maxim of old, 
As a loose to my sorrows I gave: | 
That loves not worth having, when purchas'd for gold, 
Or Friendship, where interest's a slave. 
So contented I brav'd the rude storms dry or wet, 
Buoy'd up with hopes flattering joy ; | 
That fortune perchance, might ue not forget, 
To smile on the poor Cabin Boy. 
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Now three years elapsed, ere our vessel was bound, 
For England again for to stecr © 

My heart felt with raptures, new [ie at the sound, 
My eyes dropt with pleasure a tca:'; 

But alas, adverse fate, like false friends, prov'd unkind, 
And soon did my wishes destroy; 

For wreck'd was our ship, by the tempests rude wind, 
And the hopes of the poor Cabin Boy. 


Yet thro' fortune's smiles I again reach'd the shore, 
And sought my companions to find; 
But the friends of my youth were dispers'd or no more, 
Or scarce left a relict behind ; 
If this be life's fate (with a sigh) I reply'd, 
May Heav'n my hours soon employ ; Es 
And give that fond blessing which here is denied, 
To the Orphan, or poor Cabin Boy. 


WHEN ICICLES HANG BY THE WALL. 
(FROM SHAKESPEARE's LOVE's LABOUR LOST.) 
SUNG BY MR. T. SUTTON. 


WHEN lecicles hang by the wall, 
And Dick the Shepherd blows his nail, 
And Tom bears logs into the hall, 
And milk comes frozen home in pail ; 
When blood be nipt and ways be foul, 
Then nightly sings the staring owl. 
Tu- whit, tu-woo, tu-woo, 
A merry merry note, 
While greasy Joan doth keel the pot, 
While greasy, &c. 


When all aloud the wind doth blow, 
And coughing drowns the parson's saw; 
And birds sit brooding in the snow, 
And Marian's nose looks red and raw; 
When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl 
Then nightly sings, &c. | 
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FANNY OF EXETER. 


| | SUNG BY MR. T. SUTTON. 
Composed by a . oung Lady. 


| | TH O' Fanny was not beauty's boast, 
1 Nor fam'd for grace and ease, 
Yet well might many a western toast, 
From Fanny learn to please; | 
Good nature smil'd in either eye, 
Not affectation vain, 
The artful lear, the mimic sigh, 
She never dreamt would gain, 


/ A tear for pity tho' she had, 
[ And felt the suffering pang, 
| Yet mirth could make her heart as glad, 
| | Sh'd join in dance and sang: 
A breast like hers soft passion mov'd, 
| Beyond the common strain, 
| The truth of this poor Fanny prov'd, 
| And sunk beneath the pain. 


Alas! she lov'd a gallant youth, 
Yet every effort try'd 

To conquer it, but such her truth, 
In conquering love $he died ; 

No more shall Fanny's kindness address 
The weary traveller chear, 

In clay cold earth she's now at rest, 
] saw her on the bier, | 
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THE WINE BIBBER. 
SUNG BY MR. r. SUTTON, 


WHILE poets bewilder their fanciful brains 
In courting the musical Nine, 

To thee, jolly Bacchus! I eccho my strains, 
And sing of nectareous wine. 


While the bantwidin; with pipe, whistles o'er the 
main, - 
And seems to make peril his sport; 
All the pipe that I covet or wish to retain, 
Is a pipe fill'd with excellent port. 


| Let the master of dancing teach pupils to move 


Alertly on toe or on heel; 
If prim'd with good liquor, In presently it 
I can dance a more spirited reel. 


Let the Lawyer be busy in finding a flaw, 
| (To his clients a ravenous Shark) 
His dearest delight is the money to draw, 
But mine is the drawinga cork. 
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A Punce round the May ole - 


Av! wei day poor Anna '= 
Donuid of Dundee Wn a. To 


For e sball 50th grow older = 


Fanny of * reter - 


How Guily Roll'd the ET on 


Indeed young niun I must deny 
Keep your Distance. = = 


Nate of Dover 


Lubin of the Hill © - = h 


Love, thou strange capricious Boy 
Listen, listen to the voice of Love 


Love sball be my guide 5 


No Waist at all 8 - 
O dearly I love somebody - 
Pleasures of Hunting and Drinking 
Poor Cabbin Boy - — - 
Rosy Wine is the Key. - - 
So Dearlv I love Jobnny O! — 
The Fair of Britain's Ile <= = 


Tue Young Irish Captain's the * d for n me 


Toe Torifty wife = - 


Toe Soldier's farewell = = 


The Little Waist defended - 
Toen I fly to meet my Love = = 


Toe True Honest Heart - - 
The Bonny Colliers Daughter - 


Toe Toxen — — 


Then Icicles hang by the W all — 
Wie sball be Mar rried lo-morrow = 


Wine Bibber. - 
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- Likeness without fluttery, or the Goddess of love 
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